WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
Tyrol from the too generous ardors of an Italian summer. I am moved to harrow your literary sensibilities with "description" of these windswept valley pastures, hedged in by ferocious peaks, and dowered, even to the border of the snow, with unimaginable wealth of wild bloom. Tremble not, I will not maltreat a captive of courtesy. To tell the ignoble truth, as my time of liberty draws to an end, and I see how very little I have accomplished in it, I find myself trying to shut out sensations which are too poignant and crowding, in order that I may find the restfulness necessary for work. I have arrived at a depth of miserliness where it is possible for me to give up a night in the star-lit grass for a night of lamp-oil and muddy ink. Not that I have done much, or shall, I fear; but I have a good thing to do, when it pleases Apollo. I have just had a letter from Uncle Horace, making propositions — messes of pottage: it is the reek and fatness thereof which draws my Esau-soul homeward before its appointed time — perhaps.
W. V. M.
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